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A DESPERATE RACH,

A Wtory of the sarly settloment of Ohlo.

_ [The following .is one of “Fslcons
bridga’s"” happiest efforts. It hits off 10
the life the extravagant stories of West—
ern adventure told by the “Long-bows,”
who visit our Weiterd borders:)

e

Bome years ago, [ was ofe of a con-
vivial party, that met in the 8rinciple
hotel in the tewn of Columbus, Ohio, the
sveat of govcrnment of the Butkeye
State.

It was a winter evening, whon all with-
out was hleak and linrmy,hlnd all with-
in were biythe and gny, when so
story I‘I'Ild: the cifcu%l of 'Ihlnfcltll'e
board, filing up the ‘charms of life with
mirth and laughter,

We hind mot for tha express purposs
~of making a night of it, snd the pione
intantion was duly and most religicusly
‘earried out. The legielaturs was in sen
sion in that tawn, and not a faw of the
worthy legialatore were present upon this
occasion,

‘One of these worthies I will pame, as
ne nol only 1odk atbig swarth in the even-
ing's enterininment, but he wis & man
mote geneslly known than oar worthy
Prosident, James K. Polk. That man
was the famous Ciptain Riley @hose
nawrative of suffuring and sdvemteres are
prétty generaily known over the civilized
world, ‘Captain Riley was & fine, fot,
good humorad jolar, who at the period of
mystory was the representaive of the
Dayton district, and lived near that little
city when atfome. Well, Captain Riley
had amnsed the company with many
of his far-famed and singular adventures,
which beaing mostly told before and read
by millions of people, that had ever sean
his book. I will not attempt to repeal
them,

Many were the stories and adventures
told by the company, when it came to
the turn of  well know gentleman who
xepresented the Cincinnati district.  As

r , is yot among the living, and
perhaps not digposed to be the suhject of
the joke or story, [ do not feel at liberty
to give his name. Mr. , WAas A
slow believer in otier men's adventures,
and a1 the mme (ime muth difposed to
snagnify himselfinto & marvellons hero
whenever The opppoertunity offered. ~ As
Captnin Riley wound up one o[ lis very
wrathful, though really marvellous adven-
‘tures. Mr.— —=, coo'y remarked, that
the CapiailPs atory was sll very well, but
it did not rompare with an adventure that
he had *once upon a time™ on the Olio,
helow the presant cily of Cincinnati.

Lershave it! Let's have it!” resound-
ed all hende.

“Well, gentlemen,” said the Senator,
wlasring hin voiee for wetion, and knock-
1ug the ashes from his cigar against the
arm of his ehair.  “Gentlvmen, [ am not
in the habit of spinning yarns of marvel-
oua or fictitions matters, and therefore it
is scarcely necassary to nffirm upon the
responsibility oI my repalation, gentle:
men, that what D about to tell yon,
i most selemnly protlaim tebe the truth,
an—"

#Oh!nover mind that,go on Mr, —,
chimed the party.

“Well, gentlemen, in 18— T eame
dowa the Ohio river and settled at Lo-
panti, now callad Cincinnati, [t was at
that time but a little settlement of some
twenty or thirty logiand Irnme cabins, and
whare now siands the Brosdway [Hotel,
and block of stores and dwelling houses,
was the cottage and corn patch of oid
AMr.——=, a milor who by the by,
hought that land for the making of a coat
Yor one of the settlers. Well, T put up
my cabin, with the aid of my neighbors,
wnd putin a patch of corn and potatoes,
about where Fly Ma ket now stands,
and retalout improving my lot, house,

&c' .
«Ocsasionally, I ook up my rifle, and
started off with my dog down the river to
look up s little deer, or bar meat, then
vary plenty aloag the river. The blasted
red-skins were lurking aboutand hover-
ing arouud the wettioment, and every
euce in a while picked off some of our
naighbors, or stole our cattle or horses, |
hated the red demons, and made no
bones of pappering the blusted sarpents
whenever I got & sight st them, [ facl,
the red rascals had & dread of me, and
bod laida great many iraps to get my
scalp, but 1 wasn't tobe catched napp-

n

ing.

lE'Wall, I staried off one morning; pret-
ty early, to take & hunt, and travelled a
long way down the river, over the bot™
toms and bills, but couldn't find no bar
nor deer,

«Abeut four o'clock in the afternocon,
I made tracks for the seitlement again.—
By and by, Isees a buck just shead of
me, and walking very leisurely down
to the river, | slipped up, with my faith.
ful old dog close in my resr, ‘o within
clever shooting distunes, and just 8s the
buck stuck his nose i: the drindg. ldn]m
a bead u hia 1 not; and uver he
mrnkd.ll:l‘in -plurpT and bounded awhils,
when 1 came up and relieved him by cut-
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“Hold on a bit; f yoii please, genile-
men—by Jove, it had a good deal to do
withit. For while [ was busy skinning
the hind uarters of the buck, and stow-
ing nway the kidney fat in my hunting
shirt, [ heard a noise like the bresking ef
a brush under a moceasin up the bottom.
g‘ dog beard it aud started up 10 recon.
trey and 1 lost no time in reloding my
rifla. 1 had bardly got my priming out
before my dog reised a howl and broke
dhrough the brush towards me, with his
1ail down, as he was not used to doing,
lanless there were wolvesy panthers, or
Injins ahout.
=l picked op my knife, and tnok up
line of march in a skulking trot up
tiver. ‘The frequent gullies on the
lower hank, made it tedibus waveling
there, no | scrabbled np te the upper
bank. One peep below discovered to
me three as big and slampping rascals,
s you ever clapt your eyes on! Yes,
there they camne, not above six hundred
yards in my rear. Bhouting and yellirg
like hounds, and coming after mé like
all possessed.”

“Well,” said an old Woodsman setting
at the table, “you took a tiee, of courar "

=Did It No by—, geatlenien! |
took no tree just then, but | ook o my
heels, and it was just as much sx my old
dog could do to keep up with me. [ ran
until the whoops of the red-sking grew
ta'n'er and fainrer behind me, and clean
out-of wind, [ ventured to look behind
me, and there cams one single red whelp,
pufﬁng sud blowing, not three hundred
yards in my rear. He had got on 1o &
piecs of 'bottém where the treds were
wmall apd searce—now, thiuks I, old fel-
low, 'll have you. Sol trotted off at a
pace sufficient to let my fellow gain on
me, and when he got just about uear
enough, | wheeled and fired, und down |
brought him, as dead as a door nail, ai a
htihdred and 1wenty yards!”

“Then you scalpad him immediately,”
snid the backwoodsman,

“Very clear of it, gentlemen; for by the
tima I got my rifls londed, here tame the
other two vted skins shouting and
liooping e¢logs on me, aud away I
broke epain like a- quarter horse. |
twas now ahoat five miles from the lal\?a—‘
men, and it was getling Yowsrds sunse!;
[ ran vill my wind began ta grow preity
ahort, when [ took a look back, and there
they cama; ona about two hnndred yards
ahend of the other, o I ncted possum
aguin, until the foremost ‘njun gol pretty
well up, and | wheeled and fired at the
very mument he wns drawing a bead on
me; he fell head over stomuch into the
dirt, and up came the last one.”

“8n you lail fur him, and—"' gasped
sevaral,

“No eontinued the ‘member’ | didn"t
Iny for him; 1 hadn't time 1o load, so I
layed legs to ground and started again—
I heard every bouud he niade afler me,
1 ran and ran, till the fire flew oul of mv
eyes, and the vld dogs tongue hung out
of hiv mouth & qnarier of a yard long.

“Phe-o & ew!” whistlad somebody.

“Faet, by —. gentlemen, well, what |
was to do I didn"t know—rifle empry, no
hig tree sbout, and a murdering red In-
dian about three lhundred yardsin my
rear; nnd what was woise, just then oc-
curred 1o me that [ was not a great way
from a big creek now called Mill Creek,
and there I shiould be pinned at last,

“Just at this juncture U siruck my loe
wainat a root, snd down I tumbled, and
my old dog over me.

Before I could serabble up—"

“The Indien fired!” gasped the old
weodeman,

He did, gentlemen, and I felt the ball
strike me underthe shoulder, but that
didn’t seem to put any embargo upon
my locomotion, for as soon ns [ got up |
took off again, quite fieshened by the
fall! T lhea:d the red skin close behind
me comin g hooming on, and every mo-
ment expected to have his tomahawk
dashud 1nto my hesd or shoulder.

“Something kind of cool began to
trickle down my legs into my boots—"

“Blood eh? The shot the varment
gin you,” wsaid the old woodsman, in a
great slate of excitement,

o1 thonght so,” said the Senator, “but
what do you think it was?”

Not being blood, we were all troubled
what the blazes it eould be. When Riley
ohlt;rwd—- o

»l s ou had—

"Me{rm: deer fat which [ had stuck
in the breast of my hunting shirt, aud
the grease was running down my legs
until my feet got #o greasy that my heuvy
boots fl=w off, and one hitting the dog,
nearly knocked his brains out.”

Wa all grinned, which the ‘member’
noticing, observed— ;

1 hope, gentlemen, o man here will
presame to think I'm exaggerning?

“Oh certainly not? Go ony Mr,—,
we nll chimed in.

“Well, the' ground under my feet was
soft, and being releved of my heayy
boots, [ put off with - double quick time,
and seeing the creek about hall s mile
off, | veniured to lock over my shoulder
10 see what kind of a chance there wae
to hold up and load. The red skin was

n

ting his wig-n—" ;
I.*!Wnll. but what had that te.do with an

sdventure’” maid Riley.

coming jogging along, pretty well blow-

| ed out about five bondred yaids in the
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rear. By—! thinks I, here gees to load,
and how. Soat it 1 want,—in went the
powder, and putting on the patch, down
wenl the ball about ball way, asd off
sapped iy ramrod!”

“Thihder and lightning '™ shouted the
old woodsman, who was worked up to the
higheat notch in the “membara’ atory.

“Good gracious! wasn't Iin a pickle!
Thire was the ved whelp within twa liun-
dred yards of me, pacing along and load-
ing up hia rifle as he came! 1 jarked]
out the broken ramrod, doshed it away
and started on, priming vp ax 1 cantered
off, determined 16 give the red skin a
blast anyhow s Beoh us | reached the
creek.

“I was now within a hundred vards of
the creek; conld see the smoke fram the
settlement chimneys; a few more jumps,
apd [ wae by the creek. The Indisn
wan close upon me—he gave a whoop, and
[ mised my riflo; on he eame; knowing
that [ had broke my ramrod, and my load
no! down; another whoap, whoop, and he
was within fifly yords of me!l pulled
trigger, and—"

“And killed him?" chuckled Riley

#No, sir! [ fnissed fire, by—

“And the red skin,” shouted the old
woodsman in a (renzy of excilement,

“Fired and killed me

The sereams and shouts that followed
this finale brought Landlerd Noble, ser—
vants and hostlers running up staiis to sce
il the house was on ﬁrc!—grcét eat.

THE LIFE OF WEBSTER.

A BERMON,
FRFACHED AT THE MELODEON, IN BOSTON,
By Rev, Theodore Parker,
ON SUNDAY MORNING, OCT 31, 1852,

[Regorted for The Boston Commenmaald.]

(concLunED.)

To gain his point, alas, he sometimes
troated facts, law, constirtion, morality,
and religion, ss an advocale treats mal-
ters al the bar, Was he esrtain Carolins
lisd no enns'ituional right to nullify? 1
make no doubt he felt so, but in his lap-
guage he is just as strong when ha de-
clares the Fugitive Blave Bill is perfectly
constitational ; that slavery eannot be in
California and New Mexico; juat ss con
fidentin his dreadful mock at conncience,
and the dear Gods unchanging law. No
living man has done so mueh te debauch
the ennscience of the nation; to debauch
the press, the polpit, the forum, and the
bar! There is no higher law, quoth he;
nnd how much tha pulpit, the press. the
forum and the bar, denjes its God. Read
the journals of the lnst week for proof of
what | sny: and read our history since
March of '52. FHe poisoned the morsl
wells of sneiety with his lower |aw, and
men's eonscience died of the murrain of
beasts which came bacause they drank
thereat.

In an sge which priges money as the
greatest gond, and counts the under-
standing as the highest human faculty,
the man who is to lead and hless the
world must indeed be great in intelleet,
but also great in conscience, greater in
affection and grestest of all things in his
soul. In his Inter yesrs, Welster waa
intellect, and little more.  If he did not
regard the eternal Right, haw could he
guide a nation to the vseful for 10.day?
If he seormed the lnaw of God, how could
he bless the world of men? #'Twas by
this farlt he fell.?

He knew the cause of his defeat, and
in tbe last weeks of his life confessed
that he was deceived; that before his
ftal speech he had assurance from the
North and South thay if he sopported
slavery "t would lead him into place and
power; but now he saw the mistake, and
that & few of the “fanancs” had more
influenee in America than all the South!
He sinned esgainst his own conscience
and so he fell!

He made bim wings of slavery to fly
to lofty eminonce, Those wings un-
fembered in his flight. For one and
thirty months he fall, uniil at last he
resched \he tomb, There, on the snllen
shore, 8 mighty wieck, the great Webster

lies!
“Ta this the man in Freedom's caves approved,
The man so greal. ao honored, se heloved !
Where In tha heartfelt worth and welght of soul,
Which labor could not steop, nor fenr control?
Where the known dignity, 1he stamp of awa,
Whleh hinlf abnshed, the proud and vean! saw?
Whers the ealm trlumphs of an honest cause,
Where the delightful taste of just applanse?

*“0), lost alike to action and repose,
Unwept, unpitied in the worst af wees;
With all that conscions, undissemhbied pride,
Bald to the lygulte ol » foe defied;
With alt that hahit &f familine hme,
Doemed to exhiaust the daye of life in shame "

Oh, what & warning was his fall!

“To dash carraption In her proud eareet.
And tench her alaves that vice was born to fear.”

[Iad he been faithful 1o his own words
so oft repeated, how he would have
stood! How diff-rently would hiave been
tha aspect of the Nurth and the South,
and the principles of the pulpit, the forum
and the count! Had he died afier the
treaty of 1842, how different would have
been his fume! Then had he lived and
labored for Freedom ss for Slavery—
nay, with half the diligence and half the
mighty power, to-morrow all the North
would rise to make him their President,
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wreath of honor finm & people’s heart,
Then be woild have lefr n name like
Adams, Jeffrson and Washington, and
the tears of every good man would have
dropped #pon his tomb!  Had he served
his God with hall the zea) that he seived
the South he would not thus have leh
him in age “naked to his enemies!"

But he did not fall at once. No man
ever does. Livle by linle Le came 1o
the gronnd. Long leaning, he leaned
over and foll down, But shall he bwar
the blameg alone? Ob, ne! Part of it
belongs 10 this ¢ity, which corrupted
him, tempted him with a price, bought
him with its gold! Daniel Webster had
not Ihl’i%_{ “Poor Richard was no saint
of his, He loved luxury, nnd was care-
lens of wealth, Boston caiight him by
the parse; by that she tied him to his
mortal doom.  With her much fair speech
she eaused him 10 yleld; with the Htery
of her lips she deceived him. Busion
wan the Delilah that deceived him; but
oft he broke the wythes of gald, until a1
lart, with a pension, she shore off the
seven locks of his head, his strength went
from him, and the kidfappers took him
and put oot hie eyes, brought him down
to Washington and bound him with fetters
of brass,

And he did grind in their prison-honse;
and they said, “Our God, which isslavery,
hath delivered into our hands our enemy
—the destroyer of oor institutions, who
slew many of ve.” Part of the blams
belongs to the New-England church,
which calls men sainte who only pray,
all careless of the desd men’s bones
which glut the whitrned sepulchre. The
churches of New-England were waiting
to proclaim slavery and renounce the law
of God. Hix in uot all the bluma. No,
it is n@! the greatest part. He suffurs for
the iniquiry of us all,

Mis culling as a lnwyer wes somewhat
dangerous, leading him, too oft, Yo lonk
at the expedient end, not Io inquire if his
means be also just; to look 1o much at
messores, not enough at principin_-. His
intercoarse with politicians was [ull of
moral peril. How few touch polilics and
are thenceforward clean!

Boston now mourns for him! She is
too late in her weeping. She ought to
have pot on srckeloth wheu the speech
of March 7 first came hara. She should
have hoog her flag s\ half mast when the
Fugiiiva Blave Bill became a law; then
she only fired cannong snd thanked ber
tepresenintiva, Webater fell prosirate,
but was Boston more innocent than he?
Remember the nine hundred and eighty-
three men tlar thanked him for the
specch, whith touched their “con-
science” and pointed out the path of
sduty!  "I'was she that ruined him.

What a aad lifo was hist At Ports-
month his leuse burmed down, all un-
insured. His wife died—a loving woman,
beautiful, and tenderly beloved! Of
several children, all save one have gone
bafore him to the tomb. Sad man, he
lived 10 build his childrea's monnment!
Do you remember the melancholy spee
tacle in the street, when Major Webster,
& victim of the Mexican war, was by his
father laid down in yonder tomb—a
daughter, too, but recently laid lowe
How poor seemed then the ghamly
pageant in the sireer, empty and hollow
os the mufll:d drumn, For years to me
he has seemed like one of the tragic
herves of the Grecian tale, pursued by
fute, and latierly, the suddest sight in all
this Western world—widowed of so
much he loved, and grasping at what was
nut only vanity, but the saddest vexation
of the heart, I have long mourned for
him, as for no living or departed man.
He blasted us with scornful lightning;
him, if 1 could, I would not biast, but
only bless continually and evermore.

You remember the last time he spoke
in Busion—the procession, lasi summer.
You remember it well. Whnt s sad end
care-worn countoenance was that of the
old man, weleomed with their mockery
of applause! You remember when the
orator, wise-headed and [riendly-hearted,
came 1o thank him [or his services, he
snid not a word of saving the Union; of
the compromise measures, uot a word;
but fur his own great services he thanked
him.

And when Webster replied; he said:
“Here in Boston | am not disowned—at
least bere | am not disowned.” No,
Daniel Webster! yon were not disownea
in Bistn 8o long as [ have a tongue
to tench, a hear! to feel, you shall never
be disowned. It was by our sin, by
Boston's sin, that the great man fell! |
pity lisviclims; you pity them 100. But
I pity him more; oh, far more! Pity the
oppressed, will you? Will you not pity
the oppressed in his sin?

Look, there! Sea that face, 2o manly
strong, 80 maiden meek! Hear that
voice! “Neither do | condemn thee,
Go, and sin no more.”™ Listen to the
last words of the Ciucified, ‘‘Father,
forgive them, fur they know not what
thoy deo,”

The last time he was in Fanueil Hall,
—it was last June—ihe sick old man—it
was Fanueil Hall open; once it had been
shut—you romember the feeble look and
the saa fsce. 1 felt then that it wes his
last time, and forebore to look upon that

and put oo that Olympian brow the
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srddened ountenancs, The Inst time
he was in the Senate, it was 10 hear his
succersor spesk, e staid an hour and
hesd Chatles Bimher demonsirate that
the Fugitive Slave bill was nat gond
religion, nor good morality, nor good
law.

He came home to Boston, and went
down to Marshfield to die, An old man,
broken with the storns of Siate, went
home—to die! To him, to die wan pain;
life was the only loss. Hin friends were
about him; his desr ‘onde—his wife, his
son, (the last of eix children le had
loved.) Name by name he bade them all
farewell, amd all hiz friends, man by
man. ‘Pwo colored servante of his wore
there—men that he liad bought out of
Slavery, and had blessed with freedom
and life, They waiched over the bed-
side of the dying man. The kindly
doctor songht 1o sweeten the bitterness
of death with medieatad skill, and when
thay failed, he gave the great man a livje
manaz thay fell down [rom heaven three
thoussnd years ago, and the sheplend
David gathered it up ard kept it in @
psalm:

“The Lord is my Shepherd. Though
{ walk 1hrongh the valley of the shadow
of Death, I will fear no evil; Thy nd
and Thy wafl they comfort me.”

And the great man faltered out his
Iast words, “That is what I want—thy
rod, thy rod; thy siaff, thy staff.” That
great buoart hnd never runonnced God,
Oh, no! It hsd scoffud at His “higher
law,” but in the leart of hearts, there
wis relizion till}

Just four years after his great spaech,
on this 241h of October, thie mortal Daniel
Webstar went down 10 the dust, and the
soul to the motherly bisom of God!—
Men mourn for him; he heeds it not.
He needs not pity. The preat man has
gone where the servant ia free from bis
master, where the woary are at resty
where the wicked cease from 1roubling.

“No fhrilier peak Nils merits fo diselods,
Or draw his famlilies from thelr deend ahode;
Thare they alike in irembiing bope repose,
The bosom of hiv fther and lis God!"

Massachusetts nns lost her grear adopt-
ed son. IHas lost! Oh, no, 1 atill live,"
is truer than the sick man knew:

*'He lives and sprands aloft by thase rire ayes
Aund perfeet virtaes of all judging God."

His memory will long live with ns,
siill dear 10 many a loving heart, What
honor shall we pay? - Liet the Biate go
out mindful of his noblest services, yel
tearful for his fate, sad that he would
fain have filled Wim with the husks the
swine do eal, and no man gave to him.
Sad and tearful, let her remember the
force of circumstance and dark tempia-
tion’s secret powor, Let her remembier
that while ae knvw what he yielded 10,
and what his sin, God knows what also is
resisted, snd he alone knows who the
sinner is. The dear old mother of us
a'l! Oh, let her warn her children to
fling away ambition, and let1 her chatge
tkem, every one, that theye is a Gad who
must in deed be worshipped, and a higher
law of God which must be kept, though
Gold and Union fail.  Then let her say
to them, “Ye have dwelt long enough i
this mountaing turn ye and take your
journey into the land of Freenom, which
the Lord your God giveth you!

Then let her lifi her eyes to Heaven,
and pray:

=fweet Marcy! To the gntes of Henven,

Thin statesmunn Mod, hiasine fargiven,

Tha reful conflict, the heart riven
With wain eudeavor;

And memery of earth's bitter leaven
Effaced forevar!

“But why to him ronflne the prayer,
While kindrad |l|ull§h:l and yearningt baar,
Cp the frall heart, the purest share

With all that life?
'T'hie best of what we do and are—

Great God! forgive!™

From the Scientific American,

TUE HAIR. )

Since the eusiom of wearing long hair
and beards has been adopted by so many
of our pauple, during the past two yenars,
and since the Seer Davis has had revels-
tions on thie subject from the Sypirit
Woild, it may not be uninteresting to
take a look backwards to other days.
Among the eorly christians the custom
of wearing long hair smong men was
denunced, and yet, sirange to say, the
Roman painters, in all tha pictures of the
Savour, depict him with long wa-ing 1 1g.
lets, In very ancient times long hair was
amark of beauty nmong men, as we read,
in ihe case of Absalom, the son of le-
rser's Bhepherd King. Among the Greeks
and Romane the dandies wore long hair,
and this trait distinguished the pawician
Cobort of Pompey the Great, which was
routed ®) terribly by the shont haired
velerans of Cesar st the battle or Phar
salia. All the nations in a savnge state
—ithe men—wear long hair. Tie hair
was part of the covering of the anciem
Irish, at least this is recorded by the old
chromelers, It was estemed a peculiar
honor smong the ancient Gauls to have
long hair. Julius Camser, after subduing
them, miade them cut off 1heir hair as a
token of submission, The keepers of
our State Prisone do the same now to
their prisoners; they like to follow intle
[footsteps of grest predccessors, Io
France it was long » peculise matk and
‘privilege of kings and princes ofyhe blood
to wear long hair witfully dressed. All
others were obliged to cut their bair in

‘Hill. The carrisge is building at

e

WHOLE NO. 613,

e - -]
aecordance with their fank and condition,
In 1096, the Christian Church passed an
adiet importing thet such ss wore long
hair be excluded from coming 'into the
ehureh while living, and not be prayed for
when dead, I f

1t Queen Bl'zaleth's time it was com-
mon for the lsdiss to want false ringlels
of variotis eolors, 8 mixtare of fair, brown,
and black. ‘This was cerfainly a ciftiods
cnstom. In flie reign of Chavles IT, all
the dandies wore wigh powdered, and for
a long time afierwards, both old asd
young, ten and women, powdered their
bnir with ine flour,  This cusiom, was in
vopuy during the American Revolutior,
It wus an sbominable one cértainly. Ju
Eungland all who wire powdered bait lad
to pay & tax (1t moy still exist;) 1o gavern.
ment. The ridiculous eustom of the

English chancellor wearing s wig while

on the woul-suck, is n relic of the old
times, An engraving of Bir Edward
Sugden, the new Lord Chancellor of
Englund, sppeared in & late number of
the London Inetrated Newysy he hind oh
his ruben of office and his ponderous ugly
wig. All the porisils of the leading
charrcters in the Angustao Age of Eog-
lish literature would lead wa to belieys
that such mon as Addison, Newion, &c.,
wero perfett Absaloms, :

Th= monarehigte, nomed Cavaliars, in
the reign of Charles 1., wore long hair;
thie Purnitans wore short hair and wero
called whigs. During the time of the
United-men in lreland, the revolutioniste
wore lieir hair short; snd werse named
“Croppies.” The cot of e hnir alsb
digtinguished the band of young Parisian
Frenchmen who had vowed hosiility to
Rolespierre. At the present day the cut
of the bair is followed by every msn alier
his awn fshion. It neither indicates
rank nor religion, but it ofientimes pro=
clsimae tlie peculiar temperament of the
man,

The most difficult question counecied
with the hairis tha different color in dif=
erent pesple. The A'rcsns, Hindoos,
Chinesey and American Indinns, are, in
respect 1o their hair, all black. Some
are lanky some eurled, and sume of frizaly
quality. Among the nations of Europe
thete isevery variety of color, although
some nalions are more distinetly uniform
than others.  What are termed the *Cel-
tic, Scandanovian, and German races,”
have every variety of eolor, such as fair
redy and Llack, but &t the present day
none of these races are lo be found pure,
excepl it may bein a few small spots,
ruch as in Finland, Saxony, aud the High-
lands of Scotlnpd, and yet in those
places, we beliove ihere nre mixtures, —
Among the Anglo-Saxun race there in
evary variety of colur, but the Angle Sax.
on rege is nol a type, but & mixture of the
Angles (Scindanavian:), Saxous, Celis,
and Romans, and yet of the Celts there
are varions district iribes, Itis genemily
suppoged that the fuir and red races are
Finnic and Saxon. The Danes wore es-
teemed the red 1ace in olden timew, but
the enstom among sume raees in the
East to color their hair red, at1he present
day, is an evidence (bat they are do=
scended from the Finnic race which at
one time conquered Egypt, snd whose
likenesses are portrayed in the old tombs,
It is not possible to classify the European
uations hy the coler of the hair, for they
are nll & hotch-potch of mixiures, althongh
thers nre great varieties of language
among them,

The wooly heads belong exclusively
to Africa, but Smith snys, in his work ou
the Homan Races, that there is also u
wooly head race in the Esst Indies,

No petsun cen secouat for the differen-
cas in the hair of different nations; we
know that such and such races have such
head marks, and we know als), that they
are distinet and characieristic, for 8 mix-
ture of races is sure to produce a corres-
punding change in the hair, :

We presume to state that as no man
has the choice of his own hair, when
born, he mustiake itasit happens to
come, and make the best ofit, sccordi
to circumstances, to suit his faney, if he
can, and if he cannot, to bear it like &
philosapher.

In answer to w question from the Earl
of Clarincade, Lord Derby stsled in the
House of Le rds that the object of ealling
the Parlinment together before’ Christrmun
has to close forever tie controversy of
protection and fiee trade. And De Ie
raeli #nid, in the Houwse, that the Minis
ters had violated no pledge by retuini
office, for they never intended to repel
an) meagurss of free trade.

—_— ——

Feavg Pomox’s Coar-or Anss.—-
The Boston Chronicle states that the
commitee having in charge the boilding
of a carringe for Goner:r Pierce wrole
to him to ascertain what was bis
coat-ul-arme, probably witha view of
painting it on the panels of the coash,
The General replied that the only eoat,
of srme which he knew. his fumily aver

cased ';.qli?l.: of bis; father's shirt
sleaves, in which he fought at the B £
Pitts-
field, Mass., and will cost ifteen hundred
dollars,




